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Mean Brutel
“Mr: Push propesed to me last night,
paw-paw,” sald Miss Gabb, “and he
wants your consent to our marriage.
He told me that he would dle for me if
1 would accept him.” . -
“How much Insurance does he
carry 1" growled Mr. Gabb.

Aw, Gwanl!
What awful topers harbors are,
They surely fear a drouth,
For you can always find a bar
Close by the harbor's mouth.

Paw Knows Everything.
Willle—Paw; what age are we living
in?
Paw—The cold storage, my son.

Broke.
In his new auto he would dash,
The blame thing ran into a tree;
And now he's hunting for some cask
The car is broke and. so 1s he.

The Wise Fool.

“There 1s nothing more aggravating
than to bite into a chestnut and find a
worm in it,” observed the sage.

“Oh, yes, there is,” disputed the fool
“How about biting into a chestnut and
finding half a worm in 1Y |

Why She Blushes,
They tell us of the blushing bride
Who te the altar goep
Adown the alsle of a church
Beiween the friend filled rowa
There's Billy whom she motored with
And Bob with whom she swam;
There's Jack—she used td golf with him—
And Steve who called her “Lamb."”
There's Ted, the football Inan she owneds
And Don of tennis days;
There's Hubert, yes, and blond Eugens,
They took her off to plays,
And there is Harry, high school beau,
With whom she used to mush.
No wonder she's a “blushing bride!™
Ye gods! Bhe ought to blush!
—All Btory Weekly.

ﬂ, Correct.

Once affon a time there was a Woman
who dido’t think her kiddles wege
prettiest and best behaved in town.
Which reminds us of Luke McLuke's
saying’ that all fairy tales begin with
“Once upon a time."—Columbia Btate.

Ain't_It the Trutht?
A futile thing is human pride;
His virtues man defends,
The Wwhile his faults are magnified
By those known as his “‘friends.”

Nothing Doing. "

Dear Luke—Can Dr, Akers, the Lo-

gan (W, Va.) dentist, pull teeth for the
club?—C. R. M.

Honk, Honkl
Rallroad erossing,
Bpeeding car,
Fragments tossing
Oates ajar!

Ossifer, Call the Wagon!
Dear Luke—B8, Newt Full of Colum-
bus, O., wants to get into the club
How about jt?7—H,

Things to Worry About.
A butterfly sleeps with its head down-
ward. ’
Names Is Names.
Bplcer Mustard livées at Vanceburg.
Ky.

Our Dally Special.
It takes a strong man to keep his
face closed.

Luke McLuke Says—

A man can make his comsclence shut
up when he has done something wrong.
But be can’'t make his wife act that
way.

The reason why mother hasn’t any
time to sew buttons on father's pants
is because she has to attend a sewing
club almost every day.

Some men seem to spend half of thelr
time trying to get into trouble and the
other half trying to get out

The average soclety girl is just crazy
about hops. But they are not the same
kind of hops that some honest working-
men are so fond of.

What has become of the old fash-
foned broad band of gold that was
known as a wedding ring?

A princess is quite proud of her dia-
mond and ruby and emerald rings that
came from the ten cent store, but she
would regard it as a great insult if she
had to wear a thimble.

Bome men seem to think that they
have to legrn a half dos~n linZuazest
in order to get a hearing lu this world
But a woman manages to get along
very nicely on just one language.

When a man is trylng to cultivate
unselfishness he is surprised that he
never finds any in the other fellow's
zarden,

That English sclentist who claims
that Americans are becoming a nation
of physical weaklings evidently never
paid a visit to this country and knows
wothing about our bull throwers and
hammer artists,

Wé may be grouchy. But If we ever
saw anything on the street that looked
like one of the young men in the cuts
in the ready made clothing advertise-
ments we know we would laff until we
busted. R

If some men had to work for what
thelr work was worth they would
wstarve to death.

There are a whole lot of married men
who would have to go hungry or eat
outside If thelr wives ever lost thelr
CAR Openers.

There are two sides to an argument
snless you happen to be mixed up in

[ Lost and
Fo'__l!nd

Story of a Bridegroom With
Dramatic Tastes

. d

By CLARISSA MACKIE

—

When Robert Dwight married Mil-
dred Corson every one said that they
would be happy If Dwight did not go
on the stage, for which he had a strong
leaning. Mlldred was very mouoch In
love with bim, and it was feared that
if he was separated from her,- to be
surrounded by actresses. not only
would she be jealous, but he might be
tempted to leave her in the lurch.

They were married early in Febru-
ary, intending to go south to meet the
summer coming north. A large num-
ber of friends saw them joined, pelted
them with rice and old shoes, and they
were driven to the dock from which
they were to sall. On-boarding the ship
they found their stateroom a mass of
flowers sent to them by their friends.
In two or three days they found them-
selves In Jacksonville, Fla.

To Mildred Dwight, who bad been a
lonely little stenographer when Robert
fell In love with and married bher, this
leisurely life of the well to do was a
delightful experience.

Robert Dwight was far from poor,
his business was a prosperous one,
and theréd was no economizing during
this wedding trip. And, best of all
there was walting for them in New
York a luxuriously furnished apart-
ment which was to be home.

No wonder the Dwights were bliss
folly happy. and it is not surprising
that on this winter morning Mjldred
looked from her hotel window into a

snmmer !'nd of troplcal flowers and
sinring birds and decided that this
was heaven indeed,

Robert bad gome omt to buy some
cigars at .a queer little tobacco shop
at the end of a crooked street. and
when he returned they were going for
a long drive under the palms. '

* Mildren glanced at the clock. Rob-
ert had been gone over an hour, and
the motorear was walting, below,

Another hour ticked away and thir-
ty minotes ‘more.

After the mapner of brides, Mildred
became alarmed over the loug absence
of ber loved one, and. tyieting a white

out to look for him, 8he know the
way to the tohacco shop, and she soon
reached the crooked street

Her heart sank when she saw that
down its length wére an nnusual nam
her of people,

Had anything happened to Robert?

8he moved through the crowd. not
daring to ask for fear of the answer
she might receive., and-she had nearly
reached the end of the street and the
shop when =omething happened —
something that shattered her beautl-
ful bubble of happiness and ended that
most blissful of honeymoons.

Mildred saw Robert coming out of
the tobacco shop. He paused In the
doorway tf, Mght a clgarette. How
handsome he looked in hls well fitting
white flannels, with a white hat set
back on his dark hair! He tossed the
maich away and glanced up the street.

His face brightened Into radiance;
his eyes glowed with excitement and
lover's ardor

Mildred thought he saw her, but he
was looking at another woman, a wo
man who was running down the op-
posite pavement. Nay. she was only
a slight young girl. exquisitely lovely
and evidently in deep distress.

As she ran toward Robert he ad
vanced to meet her with outstretched
hands. The cigarette he had tossed
aside performed a blazing parabola
and fell at Mildred's feet. But she did
not see It.

Her anguished eyes saw nothing rave
the glad look In Robert's face and the
joy of the girl as she flew into his
walting arms.

“You!” cried Robert.

Mildred saw no more. She fled back
along the crooked street with a wildly
beating heart and an insane desire to
laugh loud

IMd any woman ever have such an
ad4 ending to a honeymoon? )

An hour later she left the hotel with
her trunks and handbag, and what ex-
cuse she made to the clerk 1 do not
kngw, but there was no message for

Ro Dwight when he came home at
last to ind her gone.
. . . L] . . .

8ix months Jater and it was summer
time In New England. Mildred Dwight
had resumed her malden name of Mil
dred Corson and bad obtained a re
sponaible position In ome of the large
manufacturies of a Connecticut city.
As Miss Corson she acceptably filled
her position and won her way Into the
hearts of her fellow clerks. Not one
of them knew of the tragedy which
hag blighted her honeymoon, nor did
one of them guess that Mildred had
ever been a Bride.
She found a pleasant boarding plsce
and congenlal friends. In the city
were several good theaters and an oc-
caslonal concert,
Still Mlldred was very unhappy. She
loved her husband, and, although the
newspapers had told her that Robert
was making a worldwide search for
his vanished bride, she malntained sf-
lence toward those who had known her
in the past,
~ There came a Baturday In August
with its customary half holiday from
wark. Mildred bad spent a quiet aft-
ernoon in her own room, and after the
evening meal one of her new acquaint-
ances, Cora Fields, came with an Invis |
tatlon to attend one of the open alr
moving picture theaters.
Mildred ratber lked the silent dra-
ma, so, clad in dainty white gowns,
the two girls entered the inclosure and |
found seats near the front. ]
Overhead the stars were shining, and '
outside the Inclosure was the hum of |
city street traffic. The orchestra was
unusually good, and Mildred found her- '
self straugely stirred when the violins |
drifted into McDowell's beautiful *To

The orchestra had played the

t

chiffon vell over her little hat, she went {

otel, @nd 1 Lrought back pe
memories ‘of Ler brief spell of

A, 7.

strhy south and the quaint. streets
those of Jacksonville.

And the gifll

Mildred almost arose from her seat
aud cried out with surprise as she rec-
ognized the lovely face of the heroine
as that of the woman who had flown

heart ‘was an actress!

One scene after anothér flashed be-
fore her vision, melting into a whole,
which brought hef, trembling and in-
credulous, to the moment when she
found herself gazing down the crooked
lttle street of the tobacco shop.

Then she saw her own slender fig-
ure and white veiled face looking to:
ward the shop from which bher has
band., Robert, was emerging. lighting
a cigarette. The entire scene was re-
peated, incident for ineident. He toss-
ed away the match, glanced up the
street, became eager, alert, tenderly
smiling, flung away his cigarette and
advanced with outstretched arms to
meet the herolne's gracefnl fiying
form. )

Robert in the moving picture! Why,
how bad it happened?

All the widy home she was asking
herself the question, and through the
darknéss of her perplexity and doubt
came one ray of light, During his
college days Robert had been one of
the college players and was consider-
ed a talented amateur actor.

“l am glad be married the girl™
sighed Cora as they reached Mildred's
door. "

“Yes,” sald Mildred abseatly, “but
he was married before that.”

“Who was married before?' asked
Cora, puzzled.

“Why, Robért, of course.”

“But there was no Robert. His]
name was Arthar.”

“l am stupid tonight” was Mil-
dred’'s only explanation as she parted
from her friend.

The next day Mildred obtalned leave
of absence and in her straightforward
way went directly to New York and
called at her husband’s office.

She was trembling like a leaf when
she was shown into Nobert's private
Uﬁ(‘".

He stared at her as one looks at the
newly risen dead. His face was thin
and worn and his brown halr sprin-
kled with griy.

“Nobert™ she sald meekly and then
promptly fainted away. When she
qpened her eyel she avas lying on the
leather<onch, and Robert was on his
knees bending over her. His eyes
were tender and anxlous

“Can you ever forgive me?” was her
first cry. \ !

“Yes, dearest,” he sald generously.
“But tell me what happened to send
you away from me that day? 1 have
searched land and sea for you, and |
had given you up for dead when you
appeared before me.”

In a few broken seiitences Mildred
told her husband of ber surprise and
jealousy that day in Jacksonville and
how When she was.assured of his per-
fidy she had taken a train for the north
and disappeared. Then the motion pi¢-
ture play on the screen had thrown a
ray of light on the matter.

Robert's explanation made thal ray
a brilllant light of understanding
which cleared up the mystery which
had parted bride and groom for almost
a year,

“You remember | told yop | always
acted In our college theatricals,” he re-
minded ber, “and many of my friends
had urged me to enter the profession.
But I did not seriously consider it and
only now and then hankered to tread
the stage.

“But that morning In Jacksonville [
started down to the tobacco shop with
only one thought in my mind—to get
back to you As | turned Into the
street 1 met my old friend of college
days, Juck Budlong. president of our
Players’ club, He was glad to see me
and tearing his hair insanely over the
fact that his star performer had come
down with the measles that very morn-
Ing.

“Budlong fell upon me like a long
lost brother and pleaded with me to
take the part of the measled one. =o
1 did, and when | reached the hotel.
full of my experiences and with Miss
Gray and Budlong accompanying me
to meet the only woman in the world,
why, my wife bad vanished without a
word, Bo yon belleved that | was false
to you?

Mildred’'s punishment had been great,
indeed, and she bumbly acknowledged
her lack of faith. “But how was I to
know 7" she asked pitifully

Robert smiled wisely.

“In greéat love there Is no faltering
of faith,” he gently reminded lier ns
he drew her face to his shoulder. "As
the man in the play lost and found bis
sweetheart, so | lost my wife and have
found her”-—

“With a greater love for you and un-
wavering faith.” finished Mildred.

The Sickly Golf Players.
A golf player who bad been badly
beaten by his opponent explalhed to
him that he had been suffering all day
from neuritls. “It's a curious thing.”
replied his opponent, “but I've never
beaten a man in perfect bealth in my
life™
It is a great misfortune not to have
enough wit to speak well or not enough.
judgment to keep silent.—La Bruyere.

-

Just the Man.
First Artlst—Well, old chap, how Is

a Wild Rose.” i

business? Second Artist—Oh, splendid!
Got a commissinn this morming from a
millionaire. Wants his wife and cirll-
dren painted very badly, First Artist—
Well, you're the very man to do that.—
Exéhninge

Rather,

“1 don't belleve the woman who has
the next apartment to oura ever touch-
e ber parior carpet.”

=My dear, that’s a sweeping arraign-
ment.”—Baltimore American.

It I= better to belleve that a man
does possess good qualifies than to as-

scenes. m,umﬂlbmdn‘

to Robert’s arms. So Robert's sweet- |.

gs seemed to have de-
serted the @ock, for only a few of them
fluttered about in the bine of the are
Hght that afod alone in the thick, hot
darkness Of the river frout. Except

for the thegh of the city, the sounds
were few and distant.
From. upstrenm came an excursion

boat, the di#tortcd reflection of its yel-
low lightd g ding far acress the sul-
len, oily water. The orelestra was

playing ameshanically, the cornet a
trifle sha ml the music seemed hol-
low nndua* in the heavy unight.

That ~ hout. A short serica of
sluggish washed under the dock,
rsloshing ; among the timbers.

In the of a plle of "boards
sat a man, drawn far up toward
his chin, ! ‘bent forward.

Last night be had slept on a park®
bench. - It had been hot In the park;
the ‘many there were restless, and his
sleep. had been unsatisfying. When
Be awankened in the sticky, cloudy
dawn, bhe bad been more exhausted
than he was when he clalmed the
bench“for a bed. !

He bad felt like crying for many
days—ever since the terrific heat set In.
Perhaps it was because there was no

‘tobacco
g §
enjoyment
as you never thought
could be is yours to
..command quick as
you buy some Prince
Albert and fire-up a
pipe or-a home-made
cigarette!
Prince Albert gives
you every tobacco sat-
isfaction your smoke-
appetite ever hankered
. for. That’s because
it'’s made by a patented
process that cutfs out
bite and parch!

has
And that isn’t strange, eith

place to go. Ordinarily he could go to
his room, but now it was hotter there
than on the streets. To go to the room- |
ing house would be unalloyed dllcom-]I
fort, for there was no real reason to
take him in that direction.

Years ago he used to hurry to the |
place in the evening to look over the |
mall which was dumped on the table |
with the”stained top which stood in |
the parrow hall. None came for him,
80 he gave it up. He had not thought
of mail for months,

Every second Sunday morning he
paid his room rent. The woman took |
it with. grunted thanks. She never
spoke even much at other times. '
No, nothing but heat now, keep- .
ing lim awy from the only thing that '
was_Iis, 8o he sensed lonellness more |
cleafly than ever and felt like erying.

Ordinarily i was cool in the recelv-
ing departm=nt of the wholesale fruit
house where he worked, but the heat
bad permeatéd even there, and it was
not pleasant to handle the light cases
of berries. He thought that he might
sleep there obe unight to find relief.
The boss looked at him strangely when
he asked the favor and then shook lis
head.

He liked this dock. It was as lonely
ahd deserted at night as he was. He
summer, when jt was hot. It was eool |

|

THR WOMAN CLUTCHING
BOMETHING Wi IN HER HAND.

there then, but it was not cool this
time. The river seemed to make it
worsa.

811, he was alone, and that was bet-
ter than being ome of many crowded
together It a park. ‘While he yearned
for companionship, in somewhat of a
subconscious way, he liked belng alone.
He vould think then, think about his
room and his job his landlady,

Then he t of the stuffy little
picture show r his rooming house,
and be felt as the memory of

those squandered  mickels welled up
within him, He could net understand
some of the p es, but others inter-
ested him, and he id sit through an
entity evening watching the wmimic
drama repeated.

One picture he remembered above
all others. It the happenings
In the life of a ’nmtollwe‘lty
~not so much beeatse this boy hero of
the picture screen met misfortune did
it interest him, but rather because
when the young féllow wandered alony

the streets he was pe, when bhe
gnwped at the he was alone,
when he met | trouble he was

alone and finglly when be wandered
out on to'the great bitdge. climbed the

railing and disappeared bhe was alone.
A strauge sy went out for the
Alm boy. It hiive been self pity

that prompted if. Anyliow whenever
he thought of that sordid. uuconvine-
Ing little tragedy he felt like crying.
He thought of It hew as he sat there
§1 the shadow of the stilngle pile.

Tunny, he aght, that the nights
in the pictures always bluve. He
had never seén & blne night. They

| Prince Albert has always 5. 5"
been sold without coupons er premiums, i zissvin
We prefer to give quality! T : i

'DRINGE ALBERT

the natiopal joy smoke

a flavor as different as it is delightful. You never tasted the like of it!

er.

¥

Men who thz'nit they can’t smoke a pipe or roll a ciga-
rette can smoke and will smoke if they use Prince
Albert, And smokers who have not yet given P. A. a try-

thne, 10/ pome pound  out certainly have a big surprise and a lot gf enjoyment
 dore—and—that fine ~Coming their way as soon as they invest in a supply.

’::-:aw"':uum.; Prince Albert tobacco will tell its own story ! f/

rchctesertrimsiveye;  R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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be disappeared o¥er the bridge ralllng?
Hot and white was the thought. He
was wandering into fields of specula-
tlon and conjecture now, It was some-
thing new, and he drew a deep breath
at the fresh sensation. ) i
"The-stunted, cramped little circle of
thought that had been his since thought
began was broken. This was new;
this was the treading of pathless flelds.
Why, be had never befpre experienced
this juggling with views and ideas and
impressions.

Before—the boy bhad merely gone
over the rail, out of sight.. But now-—
well, there was something beyond that
immediate fact and, furthermore, he

was free to establish that something |

for himself. Bridges crossed rivers,

and to leap from one would be to fall

into the water, -

He had heard of people killing them-
selves by drowning. That was it, was
it? And the tears came freely. The
picture was completed now; the film
boy was dead—forever dead. He had
been aloné&but now he was dead!

Another mnew something stole

through him and he arose and walked |

to the edge of the dock, standing with
his turned up stockinged toes out over
the last plank.

The snaky water writhed beneath
him, silently, and Le saw {t, all dis-
torted, through the wetness which cov-
ered his viston.

8o the boy was dead. He wondered
how it seemed to be dead. Did people
langh? Terhaps, baot you could not
hear, Were you always alone? Yes,
but you did not realize the condition.
The drawing of such conclusions
startled him.

The river reached up yearningly.

At least, it was cool. [t beckoned
him silently, he thought. Anyhow, it
was so much trouble to find qut about
things. He might never be able to get
to that island park after all; might
never know how much it eost to Mde
on the excursion boat.

His watch was gone, and that was

¥ | bad—no place to go—men laughed and

lled—he was afrald—the boy in the
picture—alone—the river—river, river.
It mocked at his hesitation, and he de-
termined that he was not afraid—still
it dared him and—

A scuff of a shoe on the rough planks
behind set his heart bounding. , -

S0 minny things were happening this
night He turned, still in the shadow
of the boards, and looked,

Under an arc light stood a woman.
Bhe was taking off a tawdry hat with
a drooping, discomsolate feather, like
limp celery. She shook her head slowly
as she dropped the thing and wearily
lifted a sodderr mass of hair with the
backs of her fingers.

Then she leaned against the lamp-
post and looked down at the river. The
man stood breathless, He thought he
saw her shudder once; then the guick
rise and fall of her thin shoulders be-
came evident. Bhe made a peculiar
sound. .

He did not know what to do. For an
unknown reason he was afraid, so he
stood still. The woman turned around,
clutching something white {in ome hand,
probably a bhandkerchief. This she
pressed tightly against bher lips as she
gazed shoreward,

The plercing arc rays fell on her
strained face. It was dead white, and
the forehead was deeply marked. The
black eyebrows seemed of an unnat-
ural intensity against the lifeless skin.
She was crying now, loudly, the sobs
uprestrained and growing louder all

Her whole body shook, and for a mo-
ment it seemed as though her knees
would give way, but she clutched the.
lamppost, steadied berself snd then,
with head thrown far back, moved
jerkily about untll she faced the
stream. st o o

It was not to jump “She seemed to |

wilt suddenly and tumble off the dock
Into the water.
For a seant instant be stood there,

were black und, it seemed now, always
hot and thick, | aight was. - °

et that be does not —Chinese Maxim.
o e Sl

. He brushed a
What bad

clammy cold, aud then, with a fright-

““Hold on!" he cried, leaning far for-
ward to cateh sight of bher as she came
to the surface. “I'll git you out!
Where's somethin’? What'll 1 git?*

In the excitement his voice was more
like a eackle than the - articulation of

ords. He looked vacantly about, saw
! boards, ran to them, grasped one
of them, and threw it almlessly into the
stream. He saw her face, covered with
| dripping hair, as it stared at him and
| went below the surface a second tThe.

“Help!" be screamed. “Help! Whatll
I de?

4\:: in answer to his owu query
pul off his coat and sprang into the
stream. He came up with a throal
| illed with water and sputtered as he
paddied carefully, straining his eyes to
see where the woman might be.

He lost sense of direction in spite of
| the light on the dock and went too far
| toward the mildle of the river. Real-
fzing his error. he floundered back
again,

Soon his hand came in_contact with
something.stringy and clutched it It
wae the woman's halr. He pulled him.
self toward her and felt something
! strike his knee a®s though she had at-
tempted to kick him. A hand came
out of the water and sttuck him in the
face,

“Fool!” choked the woman as her
head came above the surface. “Fool,
fool!” And she struck him again.

Hls fingers were twined in her cloth-
ing, and he clung to that hold desper-
ately, hi§ head submerged half the
time from the struggle. He felt her
foot agnaipst his stomach, pressing
hard, as though to pull away from
bim, and he could not understand,

“Take holt!” he sald, wondering at
his own calm. “Take holt o' my shoul-
ders. Don't be scairt. I'll git you
out.”

“Let go!" she snarled between quick
breaths. “Let go!”

He answered her only by repeated
yells for help.. Whenever it was possi-
ble for their eyes to meet he saw in
hers a horrid rage. Always she tried
. to strike him. But he clung to her and
} yelled.

Their struggles had worked them in
toward the dock. He kicked against a
slippery plle, threw up a free arm and
grasped a stringer. PPulling himself up
so that his head and neck were out of

her and held her close.

She tried to wriggle from his clutch,
but former efforts. had taken her
strength, and soon she was still, wjth
one hand resting on his shoulder,

His cries himd sounded dead to him at
first, and now that they were In the
shadow of the dock, they seemed to be

water, he slipped the other arm around @

planks above. They came rapidly to
the edge of the dock. There was a
sound of labored breathing and a
thump as though some one bad dropped
to his knees (o see better into the dark-
ness.

“Hello—down there!” called a volce

“Help!"” replled the man.

A moment of sllence and inactivity.
Then a match flared, held bigh above a
policeman’s. helmet.

“Can you hold out?" he demanded,
catching sight of the two beads.

“Help!™ was the reply from the wa.
ter.

The woman was crying.’

“Hold on—1'1l get a tope!” apd the
feet above moved away hurriedly.

In & moment they came back and a
rope dangled in the water.

“Wait a minute,” muottered the man,
slipping the hemp beneath the woman's
arms. “Now you bhold on tight, an’
we'll git you out. Hang on tight,
m"'l .

Mechanleally she obeyed, and was
dragged slowly to the dock. In another
instant the man was being lifted from
the water.

They stood there under the are licht,
the three of them, while a little knot of
men cane from somewhere—anywhere

“Ah-ha, Nelly!™ jeered the officer.
“Drunk again. eh? Drunk again an’
fell off th' dock, is 1t 7" R

The woman was fussing with her
bedraggled halr.

“No, ’taimn’t, Riley,” she sniffed
“Yuh know well I ain't ben drinktn.’
'm"—

A spasmodic sob cut her short.

“You're what?"

“I'm tired o' th' hull thing, that's
all.”

The policeman buttoned his coat
slowly.

“So that's it, eh? Goin' th' river
route, was yuh? Well, old girl, we'll
Jist put the kibosh on that fer awhile.”

Aud, taking her by the arm, they
walked  away out of the Ilittle group
that stood and watched, saying noth-
ing.
“By gosh, she tried to drowned her-
self, an’ yuh got her out,” muttered
one, looking at the dripping man.

“Huh 7"

“I sald she tried to drowned herself,
an’ you saved her.,”

The man stared hard for a moment at
the speaker, anid then the light of reall-
gation spread over his face.

“Did she?" he asked.

Bome one In the knot sniggered.

“'Course she did,” blustered the
speaker. “Didn’'t you pull her out?’
“Yes—sure thing—'course 1 palled
her out. Tried to kill herself, eh? Dog-
'gone ef she didn’t!"

“Might's well,” ‘muttered another.
“She ain't no 'count.”

“Ab, 1 dunno; folks aint got no right
to ki1l 'emselves,” sald some one else,
One walked away and another 1ight-
ed a clgarette. 1

“Mebby,” ‘sald the man, using his

tion—“mebby she was—was"—

And he broke off with a sneeze.
“Gosh, guess I'd better git on my
coat "er I'm like to eatch cold an' die
too.”

He hurried away to the place where

| he haa dropned the garment.

Gam’s Dry Humeor.

When the gallant Welsh captain, Da-
vid Gam, was sent forward by Henry
V. to reconnoiter the French army be
fore the battle of Agincotirt he found
that the ememy outnumbered the Eng-
lish by about five to one. His report
to the king Is bistorie: '

“There are enough to be  killed,
enough to be taken prisonerd and
enough _to run away.”

This quaint forecast of the result of
the battle at once spread through the
eamp, 'and doubtléss every yeowman
archer of the vallant company felt an
inch mller. We know that it was ak
most Hicrally jJustified by the event
Poor Gam's dry humor was equaled
by bis cournge - He was killed while
in the act of saving the We of hils

ened yell, 'be ran to the piace from
e e e g
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